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Wantley; 


Burle ſgue O P E RA. 
The MUSIC composd by 
| Mr. L AN P E. 


— 


Dramatis Per ſonie. 


Moore of Moor-hall; by | 
A SULLIVAN. 


Caffer Gubbins, by 
Mr. ME 8$1NG. 


The D R 4 C O NN by 
Signor F URI O 8 0. 


Mauxalinda, by Miſs Yo UN 6. 
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Margery, by Mrs. LAM x. 
| 
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Chorus of the Inhabitants of 
| Rothram- Green. 


L Y Neighbours: fly 
The Dragon's nigh, 
dave ſave your Lives and fly. : 
 Exeunt. 
(The Dragon croſſes the Stage purſueing em) 


Recit, | 
Gubb What monſtrous havock does this 


! 
* — 3 —— a 
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Dragon make? 
He ſticks at nothing for his Belly fake. 
Feeding but makes his Appetite the ſtronger 
He'll cat us all if he bides here much lon- 


| pu 
ARIA 
| - Poor Children thros 
| Devenred be, | | 
That could not with him grapple ; 

| And at ons Sup 

5 He cat them uf 
T. A one wonld cat an Apple. 
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£06) MY OY 
Chorus. 5 
Houſes a Conrenes, 
To km ae Gh and Turkies. [ 


E: ter Margery in a fright, 


eit. 
Mar. O Father! Father! as our Noble 


Squire 
| Was fat at Brerkfait by his Parlour Fire, 
: With Wife and Children, all in pleaſant 
1 tattle, 
| The Table ſhook, the Cups began to rattle, | 
p A diſmal noiſe was heard within the Hall, | 
| Away they flew, the fcar'd em all; ö 


* 


He drank up all their Coffee at a ſup, 
And next deyour'd their Toaſt and Butter 


= x 


ARIA. 


4 to hear the 42 _—_ 
they'd loſt their Toaſt and er 

And to hear my Lady moan, — 
O "twou'd melt a Heart of Stone. 


RECIT. | 


Gubb. This Dragon very modiſh ſure and | 
nice is, — if | 


2 - 


What ſhall we do in this difaſt'rous Criſis ? 


Marg. A Thought to quell him comes in- 
to my Head, No 


. — 


"FF 

No way more proper than to kill him dead. 

Gubb. O Miracle of Wiſdom ! rare Suggeſ- 
tion! 

But how, or who's to do it, that's the Queſ- 
tion. | 


3 Not far from hence there lives a 


aliant Knight, 
A Man of Prowels, great an} Mickle Might, 
He has done deeds St. Georze himſelt 25 


bragg on, 


Maux This very Man is Ac ſhall kill the 
— R 


ARIA. 


H:'s a Manev'ry Inch I aſſure you, 
Stout, vigorous, — and tall, 
There's none can from Danger le ecure yu 
Like braus gallant Moore of Mooreehall : 
No Giant or Knight ever quell d him, 

He fills all their Hearts with alarms, 
Virgin yet ever beheld him 

But wiſh'd herſelf claſ — fy his Arms. 
CHO 

Let's go to bis Dualling with yeiping and 
yelling, 

Aud tell bin a forroufut Ditty. 


Excunts. 
SCE NE 
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qi SCENE 2d. Moore-hall. 
1 Moore in Company banquetting. 

1 RE CIT. 


Moore. Come Friends! let's ciculate thge 


cheerful Glaſs, _ 
Let each true Toper toaſt his favourite Laſs. 
Sound all your Inſtruments of Joy, and play, 
Let's Drink and Sing, and pais the Time 


away. 

| ARIA. 
Leno, Plato, Ariſtotle, 
All were Lovers of the Bottle; 
Poets, Painters and Muſiczans, 
Churchmen, Lawyers and Phyſicians, 
All admire a pretty Lass, 
All require a cheerful Glaſs. 
Ev'ry Pleaſure has its Seaſon, 
Low and Drinking are no Treaſon. 


Da Capa. 
(Enter Gubbins, Margery, Mauxalinda, Sc. 
kneeling) | 
CHORUS 
O fave us all, 
Moore of Moore-ha. 'L, : 
O fave us all, 


Or elſe this curſed Dragon, 
Will plunder our Houſes, 
Our Daughters and Spouſes, 

And leave us the Deyil a Rag on. 
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(9). 


O fave us all, Moore of 
O fave us all. 


(Margery addreſſing herſelf to Moore.) | 
AL | 


Gentle Knight ! all Knights exceeding, 
Pink of Proweſs and good Breedmg, 
Let aVirgin's Tears m{pwe thee, 
Let a Maiden's bluſhes fire thee, 


RECIT, 
More. (ald) Her looks thogt thro' my | 


Her Eyes ſtrike Fire; 

I'm all a Conflagration of Deſire. 

* (To Margery). 

Fair Maid! I grant whate'er you ask, 

The Deed is done 

When once you've nam'd the Task. 

Marg. The Dragon, Sir / the Dragon. 
Moore. Say no more, 

You ſoon fhall find him welt'ring in his 


__ Gore, 
Marg. . Moſt mighty Moore ! do but this 
Dragoa kill, | 
All that we have is wholly at your will. 
Maore The only bounty I require is this, 


That thou may'ft fire me with an ardent 
— 4 


Moore-ball; 


That 


1109 

That thy foft Hands may noint me over 
Night, 

And dreis me in the Morning ect I fight. 


ARIA . 


Marg. If that's all you ask 
My fweeteſt, my feateſt, 
Compleateſt and neate 


I'm proud of the Tas 


Maux. (aſide), RECIT. 

A forward Lady! ſhe grows fond apace 
But 1 2 in another ꝓlace. ; 
Meets S. | 
Leave her with me, conchude the Dragon 


dead, | 
If 1 don't maul the Dog, I'll loſe my kead. 


DUETTO. 


Moore to Margerv. 

Let my deareſt he near me, 
Marg. I'll ever be near thee, 
Moore, To warm me to cheer me, 

Marg. To warm thee to eheer thee, 

Both. Wich Kiſſcs and Alc; 

Moore. Your Fears I'll aboliſh, 

Marg. This Dragon demoliſh, 

Moors Vi. work him, Vil jerk him, 
Marg. Ay work him and jerk him, 

Both. From Noſtril to Tail. 
Exit Marg. 


; 


\ 
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* , 
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SCENE 3d. 
Enter Mauxalinda on the ether fide. 


Maux. to Moore. RECIT: 
O Villain! Monſter! Devil! baſely baſe, 
How can you dare to look me in the Face? 
Did not you Swear laſt Lammas we ſhou d 
Marry, 
O 'tis encugh to make a Maid miſcarry : 
Witnelis this piece of Six Pence certain token, 
Of my true Heart, and your falſe promiſe 
broken. | _ 
Mocre. The Devil's in the Woman, 
what's the Matter. | 
Maux. Now you infult me, time was 
you cou'd flatter ; | 
ore. Upon my Soul, I know not 
what you mean? | 
Maux. Don't you know Margery of 
Rothram Green ? KEE A 
Moore. Not I upon my Honour 
Maux. === — = That's a Lye. 
What d'ye think L've neither Ear nor Eye: 
Villain! I will believe my Eyes and Ears, 
She whom you kiſa d and call d ten Thou- 
ſand Dears. | 


ARIOSO (mcekirg) 


Let my deareſt be near mc, 
| To warm me, to chear me, 


12) 


To Fire me Inſpire ms 
With Kiſſes and Ale. 


- Moore ( aſide ) RECIT. 
By Jove Im blown = = Zounds how came 
this about, 


However I'm reſolv'd to ſtand it out. 

To Maux. I only out of Policy wes civil, 
But faith! I hate her as I hate the Devil. 
You're all I value, Witneſs this cloſe Hug; 
Tm your's and only yours 

Mats. = === Ahh coaæing Pug. 

Moore. My pretty Mauxy, don't be 
jealous. 

Maux. Dear me, you Men are ſuch be- 
witching Fellows, 


by „ 
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You ſteal into our Hearts by ly degrees, 
| Then make Poor Girls believe, juſt what 
Y you pleaſe. 


Acore, A S234 


By the Beer as brown as Berry, 
15 By the Cyder and the Ferry, 

1.8 Which fo oft has made us merry, 
With a high down bo down derry ; 
Maurzalinda's Pl} remain, 

True Blue will never Stain. 


. 


Mau. But do you really Love me? 
Moore. 


p 
8 # 
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(13 ) ; 
More. By this KiG, by Raptures paſt 
And Hopes of future Bliſs. 
r 


Pigs ſhall not be ſo fond as we: 
2 will out coo the Turtle Dove; 

| Fondiy toying, Still enjoying, 

l, Sporting Sparrows ue l out-10ve 


7 
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Margery, Sela. 
A I SP 


| Cure my Stays will burſt with ſobbing, 
| And my Heart quite crack with throbbing ; 
My poor Eyes are red as Ferrets, 


I han't a grain of Sprits. 


(14 


Enter Ae 
Afoore. 1 | 


My Madge ! my Honey-Suckle in the 
Dumps. 
Marg. Put your Hand here, and feel 

my Heart how't thumps. | 


Mocre. Cocd lack a Day, how great 
a Palpitation? | 
Tell me my Dear, the cauſe of this Vex- 
ation: 


Marg. An ugly Dream has put me in 
a frighr, 
I dream'd the Dragen ſlew my gentle Knight, 
If ſuch a thing ſhou'd happen unto thee, 
O mitcrable ! mitcrable! Margery. 


Moore. Don't flight thy ſelf with Dreams 
my Girl, 

Ne'cr fear him, | 
Til work his Buff, if ever T come near him; 
Ive ſuch a Suit of Spik:d Armour bought, 
Bears, Lyons, Dragons, it will ſet at nought, 
In which when Im cquip pe, my Madge | 

ſball ice, 

Tu icare the Dragon, not the Dragon me 


But time grows Short, I muſt a while away: 
Mas g., 


617) 


Merz. Make Ihffe my Dear. 
enen 
the , 
ore Ex; 0 
Cel Min xalindt to Margery. 
So Madim I have found you out alone at laſt, 
eat Tou now ſhall pay full cear, for all that's paflx 
Were ycu as tne as &'cr were Silk or Sa“ tin, 
ex- | I'd beat your Hailots Brains out With my 
Patten, | 
Before you ſhall delude a Man of mine. 
e in i 4 
Marg. Who in the Name of Wonder 
ht, made him thinc ? 
Maux. D'ye laugh ye Minx! Ill make 
you change your Note, 


— 1 . , Jl. i» | 0 i 
ams Or drive your grinning Grinders down ygur 
Throat. 


re 


zht, Liſulting Gipfcy ! 

ght, Jou're ſurely titſey 

age Or non te ipſe 

To chatter ſo. 

Tour too much feeding, 

Has ſpoil d your breeding, 

Go trollop go. Da. Capo. 


Marg. 


{ 16 ) 
Marg. Look ! what a monſtrous Tail | 
our Cat has got. 


Manx. Nay if you braye me, then you 
go to pot. 
Come bod kin come, take Mauxalinda's part, 
And Stab her hated Rival to the Heart. 


( Margery faints, (Enter Moore, ſnatching 
the Podkin from Mauxalinda. ) 


Moors. Why? what the D----l is the 
Woman doing, 


Manx. To putan Fad to all your Wor- 
ſhip's Wooing, 


Mere. Tis well I came before the whim 
went ſurther. 


Had 1 ſtay'd longer, here had ſure been 
Murther. 


The curſed Jade has thrown the Girl in 
Fits ; | 
How does my Dear, -<=- a wo == — 


(1/arg. recovering) 


Frighted out of my Wits. 


More. But ſear her not, for by her own 
Confeſſion, | | 


Tu bind her over to the Quarter Seſſion. 


1970 


Tail 1 


Max. 


you O give me not up to the Law, 
Id much rather big upon Crutches, 
art, Who's once in a Sollicttors paw 
Never gets out of his clutches, 


| 
I 


Marg. 0 Moore. | 
the | Come; come, forgive her, 
Moore. 
Tor-] Here my Anger ends, 


Mais. 
him 
| And fo does mine ; 
been | | 
Moore. 
on Why, let's buſs and Friends, 
Trio. * 
V its. Mats. 


own | Oh how cafic is a W: man, 
How deluding are young Men? 


718 


Oh how rare to find a true Man, 
Not ſo oft as one in ten. 


Moore. 


Ol, how charming is a Woman, 
Form'd tc captivate us Mer ; 
Yet fo eager to fibdue Men, 
When they've one, ſhe covets ten. 


Mareery. 


Let's reward them as they treat us, 
W omen prove ſincere as Men. 

Bur it they deceive and cheat us, 
We will ſure cheat them again. 


All. 


Let's reward them, Oc. 


Enter Cubbins, &c. 


Gubbins to Moore. | 


| 
Now, now or never, ſave us Valiant 
Moore ! 


The Dragon's coming, don't you heat 
him roar ? 


f Moore. 


* 
Moore. 


Why let him roar his Heart out, tis 
no matter ; | | 
Stand clear my Friends, this is no time 

to chatter. 


Gubbins. 
Here take your Spear. 
Moore. 


I ſcorn Sword, Spear or Dart, 

I'm Arm'd completely in a Valiant 
Heart. 

But firſt I drink, to make me ſtrong 
and mighty, 
Six Quarts of Ale, and one of Aqua 
Vitz. 


* 
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CHORUS. 


Fill fill a mighty Flaggon, 
Kill Kill this monſt'rous Dragon, 


aliant 


W ( 20 ) 
| ACT HL 


Enter Moore in his Spiked Ar- 
mour meeting Margery. 


Moore. 
Come Maſter Diagon! er by Jove I'll 
fetch you, 
[tl trim your Raſcal's Jacket, if I 
| catch you 
* One Buſs, dear Margery / and then a- 
1 Way. ; 
% | Mar gery, 
| Algore. 
'F =--=- -- Lou muſt not ſtay. 
. 2 Get up ſweet Wench, get up in yonder 
Ice. 


1 there ſecurely you may hear and 


ARIA 


Dragon, Dragou thus I dare thee, 
San rv An thus PU tear thee ; 


Thus thy Injolcnce ſubdus. 
RECIT. 


( 21 J 18 


NKZ(eIT. 


It is not Strength that always wins, 
Good Wit does Strength excell; 
Confound the Raſcal how he grins, 
III creep into this Well. 


Enter Dragon. 


Kei. 
Dragon. 


What naſty Dog has get into the Well ? 
—_— my drink, and makes the Water 
| ell. | 


Moore Boh! 
(Hits the Dragon on the Cheek. 


ARI A. 


Dragon. Oh! My. Moore, 
Tou Son of a Whore, 
I wiſh I'd known your Tricks before. 


Moore gets out of the Well ; he 
Fights and Overcomes the 
Dragon. 


R EBC II. 


Dr gon. Oh! oh! 


22 


The Devil take your Toe. 
Dies. 


Enter Margery, &c. 
Mars. 
O my Conqueror! how a'ye do 
| Moore. 
Gentle Margery, how do you ? 
Marg. 
Very well, thank you, 
Aloore. 
I'm fo too. 


Your looks were livid and your Checks 
were pale, 


But now you look as brisk as Bottl'd Ale. 


Come give's a Buſs : 
Marg. 
Ay twenty if you pleaſe ; 


Aare. 


1 all my Heart, and twenty after 


— 


ö 


| 


— ras 
Gubb. 
Moft mighty Moore ! what Wonders haſt 


thou done, 

Deſtroy d the Dragon, and my Margery 
won ; 

The !o\es of this brave Knigtt, and my 
tair Laughter, 

In KRoratorio's ſhall be Sung hereafter : 

Begin your Songs ef Joy begin, 

And rend the Welkin with Harmonicus 
din. 


Chorus. 


Sing Sing and Rorio, 
An Oratario, 


eK 
Ale. 


frer | 


Of gallant Mori» of Moore- Hall. 


Huzza ! Hiizza ! Haza 
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